AN AUTUMN EFFECT               US

my day's journey.    A few hundred yards farther, and,
passing through a gap in the hedge, I began to go
down hill through a pretty extensive tract of young
beeches.    I was soon in shadow myself, but the after-
noon sun  still  coloured  the upmost boughs of the
wood, and made a fire over my head in the autumnal
foliage.    A little faint vapour lay among the slim
tree-stems in the bottom of the hollow; and from
farther up I heard from time to time an outburst of
gross laughter, as though clowns were making merry
in the bush.    There was something about the atmo-
sphere that brought all sights and sounds home to one
with a singular purity, so that I felt as if my senses
had been washed with water.    After I had crossed
the little zone of mist, the path began to remount
the hill; and just as I, mounting along with it, had
got back again, from the head downwards, into the
thin golden sunshine, I saw in front of me a donkey
tied to  a tree.    Now, I have a certain liking for
donkeys, principally, I believe, because of the delight-
ful things that Sterne has written of them.    But this
was not after the pattern of the ass at Lyons.    He
was of a white colour, that seemed to fit him rather
for rare festal occasions than for constant drudgery.
Besides, he was very small, and of the daintiest pro-
portions you can imagine in a donkey.    And so, sure
enough, you had only to look at him to see he had
never worked.    There was something too roguish and
wanton in his face, a look too like that of a schoolboy
or a street Arab, to have survived much cudgelling.
It was plain that these feet had kicked off sportive
children oftener than they had plodded with a freight
through   miry  lanes.      He   was   altogether  a  fine-
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